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I know I (hill not. hit your features right, 
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Th: town-Galants Declarat 


Being a D-cription of a (own-bre | Gentleman, with all his Intreg nes, Pleaſure, Company Humor,an Cons erlation, 


1 he Delights of the 
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Some Lines were drawn h 
And wiich they were you ! quickly 
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for Women and Wine. 
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Excuſe me therefore if Ido you wrong, 
did but make a Ballad of Seng. 
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He Delights of the Bottle r rharms 07 good wine, 
To the pow'c ⁊ the pleaſures ol love muir riftan, 
Though the night in the joys ol go8d dzinbing be paſt, 
The debauches but fill the nert mo2ning doth laſt; 
| But loves great debauch is mot laſting and ſtrong, 
| F02 that olten laſts a man al his lite long. 
Lobe, and Wine. are the bonds that faſten us all, 
The woꝛld, but fo2 this, to confuſton*woutd fall ; 
Mere it not loꝛ the pleaſures of {ove and good wine, 
Pan⸗kind fo) cach trifie, their lives would reſign; 
they'd not value dull Tife,02 wou d live without thinking 
Bo: Bings cule the wo2ld, but (02 love & good dunting. 
$0: the Dꝛave, and the Dull. by (obyicty ture d, 
that would ne c take a glals, but 10? quenching hig thirſt 
ve that once ina Pouth takes a touch of the Suck, 
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To a moſt Al nir. ble New Tune, every where much in requeſt. 


And poor Nature up-holds with a bit and a knock 
Mb ever the ignozant Babble may lap, 

Cho he bꝛeaths till a hundꝛed, he lives but a day. 

Let the Purit ggainſt wenches, and deink, 

He Nay p? te out his Lungs but J knowgwhat 3 think: 
When the Lenure is done, hel a Siſter entice; 

Not a Letcher in Zown can Out da him at Aict; 
Tho” beneath his Religion, he ſtifles his joys, 

And becomes a Debauch without clamour oz noiſe. 
Twirt the Uices of both, little difference lpeg, 
But that one is moe open, the other pꝛecize: 
Though he dzinks like a chick, with his eye-balls litt up, 
Pet J'le warrant thee boy, he (hall take off his cup : 
His Religious debauch, does the gallants outanatch, 
Fo: a Saint is his Qenrh, and a Plalmis: his Catch, 
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The Second Part, To the ſame Tune, 


On the Lady of Uertue,t Honour lo kric, 

That who oſters her Guinneys deſerves fo be kick's 
Clo with ſpo2f by her ſelf, doth her fancy beguile, 
That's acham'd of a- jeſt, andatraidof a [mile ; 

May ſhe lye by her (elf, till ſhe wear out Lhe ſtairs, 
Going dow: to her Dinner, and up to her P2ayers. 
But let u5 that have Noble and generous ſouls, 

Na method obſerve, but in filling our bowls; 

Let usfrolickit round, to repleniſh our veins, 

And with notions divine, to enlpire our brains, 

'Tis a way thit's Gentile, and is tound to be good, 
Both to quicken the Mit, and enliven the blood. 
TUhat a pleaſure it is to lee bottles bekoze us, 

With the women among us to make up the Cho:ts - 
Now a Jeſt, now a Catch, now a Buſs, now a Health, 
Till our pleaſure comes on by infenſible ſtcalth, 

And when growntoa height, with our Girls we retire, 
By a byisker enjoyment, to flacken the fire. 

And this is the way that the wiler do take, 

A perpetual motion in pleaſure to make: 

With a flood of Obri in, we fill up each vein, 

All the Spirits of which lov's Atimbeck muſt dꝛain; 
Ulhile the loberer Dot. has no motion of blood, 

Foz his fancy is nothi ig but Puddle and Bud. 

He'g a ſlave to his (oul, who in ſylght of his ſenle, 
With a Clogot his own putting on can difpence, 

Fo! he Fetters himſelf, when at large he might robe, 
Do hc's ty'd from the lwerts of good dzinting and love, 
Jet he's lalisfied well, that he's thought to be wiſe 

By the dull and the fooliſh ; J mean the pꝛeciſe. 

Fo! my part whatever the conſequence be, 

£0 my will and my lancy, ile always be free, 

They are mad that do wilfully run upon ſhelves, 
Ointe dangers, and troubles, will come of themſelves; 
Foz whocver deftreth to live like a man, 

He mutt be without trouble, as long as he can. 

And theſe are the pleaſures true Gallants do find, 

To which ik you are not, you ſhould be enclin' d, 

Il you follow mv counſel, vou take off the curſe, 

And if vou do not, we are never the woꝛſe; 

Pet none will refuſe, but a Begger o! Cit, 

Mho to car'on the humour, wants Boney o; Wit 
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